XXVI.

THE FIFTH  OF  OCTOBEB.

MARIE ANTOINETTE'S joy over the evi-
dences of devotion and loyalty which found
expression at the banquet of October 1 was destined
to be of but brief duration. The next day the wild-
est calumnies began to circulate once more, and this
most generous sovereign was represented as a second
Catherine de' Medici, preparing another massacre of
Saint Bartholomew. Such ingratitude and malevo-
lence, such a depth of infamy, crushed the unhappy
Queen. She, whose character was kind and tender,
could not comprehend the malice, cruelty, and degra-
dation of human nature. But her grief was not
bitter or noisy; she reflected calmly and seriously,
and pardoned everything.

In the morning of October 5, she was in the Little
Trianon, long the seat of the rustic pleasures of the
royal family. We all know what a melancholy thing
it is to revisit in unhappiness places we have known
when happy. As Bossuet says: " Already there is a
change; the gardens are less rich with flowers, the
flowers are less brilliant, their colors less vivid, the
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